DISGRACE  ABOUNDING
I wanted, by book or by crook, to clear away some of that
litter, and I don't know why I should have thought that I could
do that, but I had to try or burst, so I wrote Insanity Fair, thinking
that I would for this once speak freely and then sit back, close
my mind to this Hogarthian pageant of brutality and covetousness
and lust, don again the hooded shroud of'Our own correspondent'
and write eloquent summaries of trade statistics, emasculated
descriptions of the daily scene in our contemporary Europe,
But book, God help me, leads to book. While the binders were
glueing the covers on to Insanity Fair, making it ready for its
appearance on All Fools' Day 1938, while the bells of St. Stephen's
in Vienna were ticking off the last seconds of my forty-third
birthday, March nth, 1938, German armies had already begun
to write the sequel in iron caterpillar-tracks that came down from
the frontier to Vienna, crashed through the Ringstrasse, and
turned off to the right where the road leads to Czechoslovakia,
barely an hour away.
That self-same night or later, I knew, they would march on
into Czechoslovakia, and England, producing from behind her
back yet another wreath with the words *We deplore the methods
used', which means rather less than 'Yours very sincerely' at the
end of a letter dismissing an employee of thirty years* standing just
before he qualifies for a pension, England would sit back and read
with relief letters in the newspapers from an archbishop, two
retired ambassadors, an oriental potentate, four peers and five
university professors, proving that England had in her magnanimity
given Germany yet another Fair Deal, and we must at all costs
continue in the path of collaboration with Germany, and God is
on the side of the big Italians. Especially, we must continue *to
establish personal contact* with the dictators, this being the
modern name for that process by which one party supplies the
pants and the other party the kick, the first party repeatedly
practising the ancient Christian principle of turning the other
cheek.
But I knew, on that night, that Austria meant Czechoslovakia,
and that Czechoslovakia meant Hungary, Poland, Rumania; that
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